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Dust to Dust 


Author's Notes: 
I've been listening to The Memory Remains for 5 hours and it got to me. Basically, | was all like "woah man 
what if all the drugs they took made em hallucinate about the people they knew before extreme fame" and 


here we are now. 


Kirk was slumped against the foot of his messy bed in his underwear and a pair of socks. The entire room was 
trashed, blood staining some parts of the walls and the floor. Blood was, in fact, everywhere. He's been cutting 


himself and having so many nosebleeds that having blood everywhere was inevitable. 


He sat there, pupils dilated and eyes flickering everywhere. His legs were cut severely, along with his arms and 
his chest, and his hands twitched. He zoned out for a long moment before he stood up and began stumbling to 


the bathroom. He grabbed a bottle of booze on the way, but was stopped by a loud "hey." 


He turned to see what it had come from and he saw a short [9 year old standing before him with long locks of 
curly black hair and big, brown eyes. It was him. A teenage him. 


"Hey. What the fuck is this? Why did you do this?" He asked, motioning his hand up and down at Kirk. "Why are 
there so many cuts? And tattoos? What the fuck did you turn into?" He added. 


Kirk stared in fear at the hallucination of his younger self, then saw another one bounding up. This one looked 
tired, dead and beaten He looked like he had track marks up his arms. "Angel Dust? Are you fuckin’ insane?" He 
yelled at Kirk. "I thought it wouldn't ever get worse, but you're the reason we're gonna die with youl" He 


screeched. 


He began backing up until he had to crawl onto the counter, afraid of what more could come. Just as he 
thought two was enough, another one appeared right in front of him. Shorter black curls and a mustache was 


what made him stand out to the other two hallucinations. 


"You promised James and Lars both that you stopped the cocaine, you fruitbasket! And now you're doing PCP? 
The fuck's wrong with you?!" He growled at Kirk, grabbing hold of his neck 


Kirk screamed and flung himself off the counter, not realizing that what he was seeing wasn't real. He crawled 
about, away from the trio, until he curled up tightly and whimpered in fear. He opened his eyes and saw 
someone new. 


Cliff. 


He began to stop tensing and looked up at the tall man with big, scared eyes. He knew his pupils were probably 
twitching in and out of dilation but he didn't care. He was just confused. 


"I'm disappointed in you, Kirk. You were doing so good before | died, and look at you now. What happened to you? 
Did the stress of me not being there for you make you break?" He instigated, scaring Kirk. 


"..No.." was all Kirk could say to the man above him. He was scared and didn't know what was true and what 
wasn't at this point. 


"So why did you get into this shit? You're a disappointment, Kirk. That's all you'll ever be." He growled in a 
condescending tone. Kirk stared up at Cliff and covered his eyes again. "You won't ever amount to anything 
after this. It'd be easier to end your life." Kirk began crying. 


He uncovered his eyes and looked up with fear, seeing nothing. 


Maybe Cliff was right. Maybe he should commit suicide. Would he never amount to anything after this? Was 


this his last chance at fame and fortune. 
He wasn't sure. 


He stood again and walked to the bathroom. On the way there, he grabbed his knife and when he got to the 


bathroom, he began running the water. 


As the bathtub filled, he stared down at the knife. The knife he cut himself with, the knife he considered killing 
others with. It was stained with dry blood, and he zoned out for a long while. 


When he snapped out of it, the bathtub almost overflowed. He sighed, climbed in without caring about his 


underwear or socks, and laid back. 


A sudden sense of death came over him. Total anxiety. He didn't know what to do, and he couldn't stop himself. 
In a last-ditch effort of escaping the overthinking, he took the knife and slashed the knife over the horizontal 


cuts on his wrist. 


He didn't know what he just did, but he felt it best not to question After a few minutes, he began losing 


consciousness. Nothing could keep him alive anymore. He was happy. 
As his final thoughts of life fluttered from his mouth in mumbles, he heard something in the near distance. 


"Cant the band play on?" 

‘Just listen, they play my song." 
"Ash to ash," 

"Dust fo dust--" 

"Dust fo dust--" 

"Dust fo dust--" 


The song repeated and skipped and glitched, going on and on and on. 


And then, it all faded into black nothingness. 


Heavy Rings Hold Cigarettes 


Authors Notes: 
im watching kitchen nightmares m and idk why but lars now makes me hungry 


Lars couldn't stop wheezing. He couldn't stop. Hs nosebleld wouldnt stop, either. Everything wouldnt stop. He felt 
inevitably useless, no matter how much he tried to bring himself up. 


He was pacing in the empty, abandoned parking lot of a closed bar in a small town, drunk off his mind. He had just 


snorted cocaine, as well, to make his high even stronger. 


He hyperventilated as his paranoia worsened. He was nearly ripping his hair out of his scalp from how tightly he was 
clutching his hair in his tight fists. To make matters worse, his paranoia was getting awtully real in his mind and he 
began crying at the pain of a headache he was beginning to receive. 


Ih his eyes, it was as if he were in Hell Delirium set in and he fell to his knees, hallucinations filling his mind. He saw 


demons, countless demons, just running towards him. 


But suddenly, they disappeared from sight. He was relived for a moment. Until he saw something worse. In the 
distance, a hallucination set in and he saw a small child crying He recognized it as himself. 


"Why'd you have to do this? | don’t wanna be like this.” The Danish boy whimpered in fear. "What made me be like 
this? Whats gonna happen?" He cried into his hands. Then, he disappeared. 


A new hallucination showed up. Hm as a teenager. "Drugs are fucking dumb. Why are you doing this to yourself? 
Youtre not supposed fo drink and snort at the same time. Do you want fo die?" He shouted at the man on the 


ground. 
That one disappeared as well 


Another one appeared. This one was tired looking, weak and skinny. "Cliff.He..He told you not to do any of the drugs 
you're taking now..And.And now youre disrespecting him..s this what you want?" He asked with a whimpering voice. 
Tears ran down his cheeks. ‘Its lke you dont care about him af all anymore..Do you?" He asked, before 
disappearing 


And another appeared 
it was him, only a few years ago. "You made Kirk promise not to ever snort cocaine again, and you promised him 


you wouldn't do the same..And yet, here you are..What is wrong with you?" The hallucination asked in a calm voice, 
face sad 


"And.and you and James promised each other never to become alcoholic..buf now youre here, in a town you don't 
know, drinking yourself half to death and finishing yourself off with cocaine..! wish if doesnt have to end like this." 
He said softly, before fading 


Lars was now on the ground by his car, crying into his knees. New hallucinations appeared, but his paranoia made 
them ten times worse. Cliff and Kirk. Cliff, looking extremely bloody at his upper half, and Kirk with the marks of a 
suicide at his wrists. They walked closer to him until they looked down at him. 


"End it." Cliff said simply, black eyes boring into Lars’ soul. "You might as well, since you're setting yourself up for 
death anyways. Youre going to de of a heart failure before you die of somethin’ else." Cliff growled at him, face 
becoming rugged and angry. 


Kirk's hands balled into fists and he began yelling "Youre a fucking disgrace to us, Lars Nobody will love you like 
this. Nobody. Kill yourself before its too late." He said simply, before the pair faded 


Lars sobbed in fear, hiccuping and wheezing and choking on tears. He didn't know what to do. He wanted to follow 
what his two closest friends told hm to do, but he had no way of carrying it out. 


Not until he heard a train coming on the track not too far from the bar. He shot his eyes at the source of the 
sound and stood up. Hs delirium caught up to him, and he ran towards the track. 


Before he could even stop crying, he was hit by the train and was tossed yards from the track, body broken and 


bleeding He was alive for only a few seconds more, and when he was he could hear his cars radio playing loudly 
‘Heavy rings hold cigarettes, 

"Up to lps that time forgets." 

‘As the Hollywood sun sets behind your back.." 


The last thing he saw before death was the sun rising slowly over the horizon, rays shining into his dead eyes. 


Like Twisted Vines That Grow 


Authors Notes: 
what the fu c k am i doing anymore yalls Imao 


No matter how loud he screamed, no one heard or cared Even the voices that he heard, the voices he didn't know 


the origin of. They jumbled into a messy, ear-bleeding screeches of agony. He couldnt take it 


He slammed his fist against the wall in fear and pulled it away fo see a large hole left in the drywall He didnt care 
about that then. What he cared about was why the voices wouldn't stop screaming at him. Even in his head, they 


were deafening enough to make him want to die. 


He paced back and forth, glancing at his pills and his noose every so often He had no clue what to do, which one 
to choose. He wanted to die from the thing that he was addicted to, but he also wanted to die in the most 


peaceful way possible. Hang himself, or overdose. He couldn't choose. 
Both seemed pretty good to him 


Yeah, both 


He stood in front of the noose and the pile of pills, then picked the noose up slowly. But, something spun him 
around quickly by his shoulder. 


He was looking at himself from 1184 and he was confused. Was he hallucinating? It didn't feel like he was, since the 
grp on his shoulder hurt him. "Fucking die already. Swallow every pill you have and fucking die." His younger self 
growled at him. He was slapped and he knew that this one wasn't a hallucination 


1186 him crept up behind 84 and grabbed Jason violently by his short hair, slamming his head up from looking down 
at his feet. This one was real as well. ‘If you hang yourself right now, you won't have to wait an hour for the pills 
fo start working" It said with a crazed voice, body twitching and pupils constricting and dilating. 


89 slammed both of his past bodies down to the ground and clutched his face tightly, nails digging into his skin. He 
felt the blood running down his face a few seconds afterwards. "Do both of ‘em. Go out with a fuckin’ bang, 
Newsted" It barked, grinning evilly. 


F peeked over 89s shoulder, face angry and glaring "F you cut yourself and take the pills then hang yourself, then 
the death will be quick. Really, really quick." It smiled a crooked smile. 


Were these the voices in his head? They were all gone in his ears, and now they were right in front of him. 84 and 


86 stood up and they all leaned over a helpless Jason, making him more scared and uncomfortable than ever. "Just 


fucking do if." They yelled in unison, making Jason nearly cry out in fear. 


Jason closed his eyes, and they were gone when he opened them again. He looked around quickly, trying to look for 
them, but saw nothing He got up off the bed and slowly walked around again The voices were back, but they were 


in small whispers instead of loud screaming. 


He looked back at the noose that was now on the ground, then picked it up again and inspected it, before hanging it 
up. He played a CD that was in his radio, then he grabbed a knife he used for hunting and his pills. He popped two 
of each in his mouth and began slicing 


Once blood was pouring from his arms, he was satistied He put his head in the loop, gasped inwards, then jumped 


off his chair and kicked it away. At the same time, James opened the door and saw the sight. He screamed and 
yelled, but it was too lafe. 


Jason was already dead 
And the only thing that played in James’ ears as he sobbed in agony and horror were his own soft words. 
‘Like twisted vines that grow," 


"That hide and swallow mansions whole," 


‘And dim the light of an already faded Prima Donna..." 


